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others, his complete self-assurance, his real religion,
his real confidence in God's approval of himself.
How well he understood Mrs, Braund, her good
heart, her sense of fighting in a vulgar world for the
old order of decency and class, and the pathos that
came from that kind of outmoded snobbery; he
knew that she saw in Mrs. Carris with her vulgarity,
parties and pushing daughters, something as ill-
smelling as onions, as common-tasting as tripe*

How well he understood Mrs* Carris and her
vitality, her lack of taste, her social jealousies, her
picture of herself as buoyant, brilliantly coloured*
the only alive person in Polchester.

But best of all he understood Romney almost as
though that queer creature were part of himself.
For there had always been in himself a feminine
streak. It was that, he thought, that had in reality
so fatally antagonized Brandon all those years ago.
And, as he thought of that old battle, the conse-
quences of which were not ended yet, he wondered
whether he had not been a little in love with Brandon,
in love with his splendid masculinity and vigour and
health.

Yes, he understood Romney, and could see how
the creative fire was now burning in him at the
thought of the coloured fantasies to be drawn from
the heart of this Pageant; he understood, too, the
sensitive antennae now quiveringly extended; a
word, a smile, a gesture, and Romney would be
elaborating intrigues, taking sides, forcing issues
just as he had once done. But not with the same
result, Romney was weak as he himself had never
been, weak and passionate in his personal contacts
as he had never been> and standing always on the